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But Mr. Lubbock gets bravely over it. After all, he finds perfectly definite 
problems to solve and he succeeds in solving them quite definitely. If he is 
metaphysically apologetic in his first chapter, he is metaphysically precise 
and clear in dealing with his actual subject matter later, and the difficulty of 
remembering the form of a story does not figure much, except in the intro- 
duction. 

A philosophic gift is needed, for few things are more baffling to the average 
intellect than is the relation between the novelist's mind and his subject. 
But Mr. Lubbock is able to secure the great advantage of starting at the right 
point. "What is the subject?" he says. "What is the story about? . . . 
this is the question to press." And again: "The best form is that which 
makes the most of its subject — there is no other definition of form in fiction." 

In other words, purpose is the key to right art and right criticism, as it is to 
most other things as well. We are not able to judge of any form of human 
endeavor, or even to define it, until we have discovered its purpose. It is 
well that this point is not lost sight of, as it so often is, in a sophisticated dis- 
cussion of technique. 

After applying this criterion of subject, or purpose, to one or two well-chosen 
masterpieces, the author goes on to the consideration of the various methods 
by which the novelist makes his form fit the theme he has undertaken. He 
draws, in the first place, a valid and illuminating distinction between the 
panoramic method (the picture-making or objectifying faculty of the novelist) 
and the dramatic method. For the sake of its greater intensity the dramatic 
method tends always to be preferred. The first step in this direction is the 
telling of the story in the first person — the substitution of a "characterized 
'I'" for the meaningless "I" of the narrator in the background. But there 
are later refinements, culminating in the device of allowing the reader to watch, 
not the mere acts, but the thoughts, of the protagonist in the story — the author 
still telling nothing — and of then, by a sleight of art hardly perceptible to the 
reader, regarding this same protagonist once more objectively, to be seen, like 
any other person in the narrative. Mr. Lubbock ingeniously simplifies these 
subtleties, showing at the same time their practical importance. 

This book about the novelist's craft is neither purely professional nor purely 
academic in attitude. It is as far from being over-literary as it is from being 
"popular" in style. If one is a bit surprised to find a discussion of the art of 
novel-writing confined so closely to the question of the point of view in narra- 
tion, still one can hardly question the supreme importance of this phase of the 
subject as the author develops it. 



More that Must be Told. By Sir Philip Gibbs. New York: Harper 
and Brothers. 

What gives interest to Sir Philip Gibbs's new book is really his downright 
and slashing attack upon the political leaders of Europe — the "Old Gang" as 
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he calk them. His other points are neither novel nor phenomenally effective 
in the mode of their setting forth. A certain faith in humanity, a certain 
none too well substantiated faith in the reformation of Germany, the thesis 
that Germany was not exclusively to blame for conditions leading up to the 
war — these attitudes are familiar. They are set forth by Sir Philip with great 
eloquence, but they seem to be impressions rather than fully developed con- 
victions, and there is generally a noticeable tendency to assert somewhat 
more than the facts produced seem to warrant. 

Of the German people he says: "Their revolution had been real to a degree 
which we do not even yet admit. It had replaced the Emperor by Ebert 
the tailor, and all the other kings of Germany had fled. More than that, it 
did represent a great change in the moral and spiritual outlook of the German 
people. Gone were the arrogant officers swaggering along the sidewalks and 
thrusting civilians to the gutter. Gone was all the military pomp and pride 
which had assumed so great a place in their national life. The immensity of 
their losses in men and wealth, the staggering figures of their national debts, 
the inevitability and enormity of the price they would have to pay, shocked 
the soul of Germany to its innermost recesses, uprooted the very foundations 
of their old faith and gave them an entirely new vision regarding their past 
history and their future place." 

Perhaps. 

But if Sir Philip does not always convince one when he writes of what might 
have been, one does feel that it is good for us to have someone acute enough 
and courageous enough to attack the leadership of the old school in Sir Philip's 
slashing, large-minded, unpartizan way. It is good reading, too. An acute 
critic, not merely a writer of political broadsides, the author demonstrates his 
skill not merely by his attempt to discover the weakness of the Prime Minister 
but also by his subtle and not too laudatory sketch of Mr. H. G. Wells. If 
Sir Philip had not an emotional conscience, he could be a wonderful satirist. 

One likes the spirit of this later book, on the whole, better than that of Now 
It Can be Told. There is less of the rawness of outraged feeling in it. Its 
point of view is clear from the start, and Sir Philip quite successfully carries 
his reader along with him through most of his discourse. 



